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CRAZY EDITORIAL 


It is time once again to discuss the burning issues of 
today. Unfortunately, there are no burning issues today. 
Oh, there were two or three burning issues yesterday. 
Five the day before. In fact, two weeks ago Wednesday, 
there was a veritable deluge of burning issues. Unfor¬ 
tunately, there is, as we stated, nothing today, and we 
would hate to lie to you and pretend yesterday's burning 
issues are really today’s. 

Part of the reason there are no burning issues today is 
the new state law against burning issues. It seems that 
Senator Hiram Pooj (Rep. New York), in an unusual out¬ 
burst of enthusiasm for the ninety-eight year old Senator, 
pointed out that when you burn an issue, there is a resul¬ 
tant foul stench. 

Ralph Nader, in a speech before the Veterans of Foreign 
Midgets last week, declared issue burning to be "a dan¬ 


gerous too / for pollution" and he demanded an end to 
all burning issues, and, at the same time, burning bras. 

Smokey D. Bear (Dem. Yellowstone National Park) 
made a public proclamation against burning issues. Con¬ 
gressman Smokey, when questioned as to what may be 
done to prevent this new national tragedy replied, ‘‘Only 
you can prevent burning issues." 

According to responsible spokesmen for the Adminis¬ 
tration, President Nixon has unequivocally stated that 
he is possibly against burning issues, and that they should 
be shredded instead. 

CRAZY Magazine, never afraid of taking an interest in 
the vital issues of today, agrees. Never burn an issue, 
we say. In fact, collect them all. And, in order not to miss 
any, look for our subscription coupon elsewhere in this 

mag. — Marv Wolf man, CRAZY Editor. 



WHO'S WHO 

Before we splash right into CRAZY'S 
WHO'S WHO for this issue, we thought 
we’d take this time and space for sev¬ 
eral public service announcements 
made for the good of the people. 

Personal to Margaret Frelm: Don't 
worry about your Labrador Retriever, 
Maggie—he has not run away as you 
think. He has, however, asked us not to 
give you his forwarding address, but 
should you wish to speak with him, you 
may contact his lawyer. This is not per¬ 
sonal, he wishes to make clear; he just 
felt it was time to move on. 

Friday, contrary to all previous ru¬ 
mors, has not abdicated in favor of two 
full days of Thursday. Instead, half of 
Friday will become Thursday, while the 
other half will become Monday after¬ 
noon. 

Will the eleven midgets who stole the 
life drawing model, Eunice Pooj, from 
the Jon Gnagy Art Institute last Thurs¬ 
day, please return her by Tomorrow 
afternoon. 

Poll Parrot, your luggage has been 
finally found. We are currently estab¬ 
lishing Diplomatic Ties with Jupiter to 
help insure their safe return. 

Harvey Smith of Levittown, Long Is¬ 
land, announces that he is now seeking 
membership into a wife-swapping club. 
Sheila, Harvey’s lovely 900-pound, 
bearded, hunchback wife and he will 
accept any reasonable offer. 

One last announcement: Will a Mis¬ 
ter Neal Armstrong please return to the 
Moon. Your pants will be ready next 
Tuesday. * * * 

Now that we're finished with this 
month's Public Service Announce¬ 
ments, let’s move on to more exciting 
news: 

Sad to say, this issue’s budget (for 
those of you who have been following 
our continuing crisis since CRAZY #1) 
is down from the $50.00 mark of last 
issue to a sorrowfilled $42.79. If you 
remember from last we met, Sanchez 
of the Mail Room donated some money 
to the CRAZY cause which skyrocketed 
our budget to an overwhelming $50.00. 
Well, Sanchez was unable to donate 
any money this month as his wife, Tor- 
quemada De La Foom, recently gave 
birth to Siamese triplets. Congrats, 
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Sanchez, old bean. We knew you could 
do it. And will everyone please applaud 
his lovely wife as well. 

Fortunately, we were the grateful re¬ 
cipient of a check for $10.29, which, on 
top of our $32.50 current budget, en¬ 
ables us to bring you the Cinemascope 
3-D take offs this ish. Thanks, Mr. Un¬ 
known Beneficiary, wherever you are. 
We love ya. 

It's now the time of page that we're 
supposed to announce our *BIG NAME* 
contributors. Unfortunately, we don't 
have any*BIG NAMES*thistime around. 
We have one name which has almost 21 
letters, but that hardly counts as a really 
“BIG NAME* since we hadto use both his 
middle nameand his wife’s maiden name 
to bring up the letter count. 

You’re probably thinking to your¬ 
selves, unless you happen to be saying 
to yourselves (in which case why are 


you talking to yourself? Don’t you real¬ 
ize that's sick? Don't you think you 
ought to see a Doctor about that? Be¬ 
sides, we don't want you. Get out of this 
editorial, you nut.) 

There, this is better. Cheech! Imag¬ 
ine someone talking to themself. Now 
then where was I? Let’s see,.- .no, that's 
not it. Maybe... ? No, oh, I know, yeah, 
I know. I was talking about people who 
talk to themselves being crazy. Right? 
Yeah, that’s right. Thanks, pal. You 
helped me out again. Why shouldn’t I, 
old Bean? I guess you’re right, friend. 

So here we are with no *BIG NAME* 
contributors, and you’re probably 
thinking to yourself, why? Did they de¬ 
sert us when we were in dire need of 
*BIG NAMES*? Did they decide to boy¬ 
cott us in favor of doing humorous ar¬ 
ticles for ARIZONA HIGHWAY MAGA¬ 
ZINE? Did they throw us to the Loan 




Sharks and escape the boat before it 
sank? No, the reason there's no "BIG 
NAME* celebrities is absurdly simple. 

Well gang, we've got a whole new slew 
of little name contributors this time 
around, so let’s take the plunge and see 
who’s who. ' * * * 

Our first little name contributor is 
DICK WRIGHT, who put pen to paper 
and did the illustrations for the NIXON 
COMIC STRIPS. Dick, who draws only 
for a sideline, is, in reality, Clark Kent, 
a mild mannered reporter for a great 
Metropolitan Newspaper who fights a 
never ending battle for truth, justice, 
and the American Way! 

During his free hours from being a 
Godsend and a Savior, Dick draws a 
syndicated cartoon strip called PARTY 
POLITICS. 

Another new artist this time around 
is ENRIQUE VENTURA who drew our 
incredible ten-page extravaganza, 
DOWN FLICKS. Enrique lives in Spain 
where he and his wife also operate a 
food franchise. Enrique makes some 
pocket change pouring Torts into Til- 
las. Once filled, he sells them to trav¬ 
elling Visigoths in exchange for 8 by 10 
glossies of Mr. Tooth Decay. 

LEE MARRS is another new artist 
for CRAZY, currently on loan from San 
Francisco and women's lib comix for 
the underground comix market. Lee, 
unlike other feminists, has not burned 
her bra. She can’t. Her parents made 
her wear an asbestos one. Lee drew 
our Cholly the Tuna back cover. 

WARREN EMERY is a brand new 
writer for CRAZY, adding to our poetry 
corner with TREES, 1974. Warren hap¬ 
pens to be a fig-plant currently taking 
root in Syosset, New York. 

We actually have a fifth new contrib¬ 
utor, this time in the person of BILL 
BRYAN Actually. BILL BRYAN doesn’t 
exist. We made him up and forged the 
"I vs SPY” spoof. Actually, this para¬ 
graph doesn’t exist, so ignore this. 
By the way.Tinkerbelle isn't real either, 
so stop wishing very hard. It’s not go¬ 
ing to work. 

Our last new face little contributor 
is JOHN STEVENS, who recently broke 
the world record for time spent swim¬ 
ming in Tapioca Pudding. John is cur¬ 
rently creating a brand new feature for 
CRAZY Magazine which will probably 
thrill % of you. The other K will be very 
bored by it, however. 

We still have some of the old familiar 
faces hanging around the offices. Regu¬ 
lars in the CRAZY CREW, in height or¬ 
der are: Marie Severin and Marv Wolf- 
man, Tony Isabella, Roy and Jean Tho¬ 
mas, Kelly Freas, Steve Gerber, Larry 
Hama and Ralph Reese, Vic Martin, 
Steve Skeates, Gloria the Dancing 
Groupie, Michele Wolfman and, lest we 
forget, Bob Foster, who is still trying 
to figure out how many ridges go on a 
Moose’s Antler. 

We’ll probably see you next issue, 
unless you see us first. If so, be sure to 
wave and say hello. And speaking of 
next issue, we’ve got a special return 
visit of an artist you’ve been clamoring 
for since issue ffl. Plus two writers 
from our first issue, and a whole bunch 
more stuff. All we'll tell you now is, 
SHAFTED IS COMING! 


TaIie a Utter to CRAzy... 



CRAZY CREW WINS 
AGAIN! 

Last ish we gave you the run down 
on all the CRAZY CREW members who 
won special awards. Well, we've got a 
couple more to add to the list this time 
around. 

This past Labor Day, the World Sci¬ 
ence Fiction Convention awarded their 
famed HUGO AWARD (named either 
after Hugo Gernsback, the science fic¬ 
tion editor, or Hugo Moosemeat, the 
famous Chicago dock-yard stripper) to 
FRANK KELLY FREAS (who does all 
our covers plus his own Cockeyed Can¬ 
vases) for best professional artist, and 
to TIM KIRK (who did last issue’s Uni¬ 
versity Bulletins of the Future Article) 
for best amateur artist. But since Tim’s 
done a truckload of covers for Sci-fi 
mags of late, besides his CRAZY work, 
next year he may be running neck and 
neck with our Virginia vagabond, Kelly 
Freas, for best all around artist. 

And you thought the CRAZY CREW 
was just a bunch of Nebbishes. 
Speaking of Nebbishes (in Show Biz 
that's called a clever segue), we've had 
to hire the State of Rhode Island to 
read through your latest list of ludi¬ 
crous nomenclatures for our no-non¬ 
sense Nebbish. We’ve had every name 
from Spiro the Nebbish to Richard M. 
Nebbish. We’ve had such clever, orig¬ 
inal thoughts such as Marv Nebbish, to 
such dumb, stupid ideas such as Stan 
Lee Nebbish. We've also had Nebbish 
Nebbish, Nebbish N. Nebbish, Crazy D. 
Nebbish, and Krayzee Nebbish. 

In all, we've had two million and 
nine hundred thousand names submit¬ 
ted, and those were only from Harvey 
Smith of Levittown, Long Island, who 
seems to have nothing else to do on 
these cold, winter nights. But you can 
see for yourselves some of the new 
names submitted: 


Wilfred Jones 
from BOB ANDELMAN 
Archibald Nebbish 
from DIANE MARSDEN 
Ebesneezer C. Purpleman 
from NORMAN ALLARD 
Chester P. Magoo 
from BILL OXFORD 
Sad 

from WALTER O’DELL 
Cousin Itt 

from JOSEPH CASEY 
Marvin 

from LARRY BALMES 
Ell wood 

from DAVID LOEFFLER 
Nonamenebbish 
from CANDI CHAMBERS 
Isaac Snoot 

from ANTHONY SEVERYN Jr. 
Mirt 

from LANCE LANGDON 
Rex 

from ALRAY FINN 
Captain Zukcoff 
from LANCE ZAREK 
Ervin F. Crenshaw 
from MATT DAKIN 
Rip Van Finkle 
from K. ANDERSEN 
Wally Wartmouth 
from JOHN DRAKE 
Percy Furb 

from KEITH GORDON 
Carnaby Z. Yondike 
from DAVID SELLERS 
Hiram P. Schwartz 
from STEVE MARCHESE 
Zanley Leonard 
from DOW ELLIS 
Oswald Dinkleheimer 
from ADAM LEVINSON 
Tyrone Twitlemeyer 
from JON BALLARD 
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AU IX im Dtl’IhiHOW MCT: 


Meet TV's newest number one family. But be prepared — they're like no 
other family you've ever seen before. Where other TV shows feature 
grumpy, dumb fathers, overbearing mothers, and rotten kids, this show's 
got only sweetness and light. In fact, everyone's so sweet, it's enough 
to make your stomach curdlo. Now, CRAZY proudly presents our version 
of this close-knit, homespun. Depression era family we call... 



Jlm-Boby % my youngest 
brother. We keep him horo 
cause ovory TV family 


And this show gets |r.' 
so dull, wo havb j] 
another little kid— 
rr.eel Etlzabug. |[7 
ot»r cute" little girl. 11 


Im John-Boob, 
and this is my 
fomily on Wolnut 
Mountain... 


First there s Mory Melon. She 
believes In Women's Suffrage?. So do 
I. I think women should suffor |ust 
as much as men. 


Lvvao VTVI T I V lUllllljr -. 

L needs a trouble-making 

kid to odd loughs when d 


Hello, this is John-Boob, almost forty years 
after these stories take place. Today, I'm a 
successful millionaire TV writer living with 
my five ex-wives and three mistresses. But 
every once in a while I think back to those 
innocent days on Walnut Mountain when I 
was first growing from boyhood into adult¬ 
hood. 




Mortha moved her sensuous thighs 
as her milky white lips parted 
and she kissed Fred,.. 


R) Hmmmmrn .. no, 
/j. thal s not rlghl. 


I remember sitting by the fireplace writing my four-hundredth 
novel. Ah, those early novels... so sweet... so innocent... 










Togelhor, wo re 
tho Walnuts, 

and each week 
wo onter your 
homes ond show 
you whot fun 
It was living 
through the 
Depression. 


John-Boob 
my little 
Dally died. 
Con you 
dig a 
grove lor 
her? 


Yes, I remember Walnut Mountain very well 
Boy, was it dull back then. 7 
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There's the grave for 
your dolly, Elizabug. 
What did she die of? 


Why's 

that, 

Daddy? 


John-Boob, 
can you shov 
me how to 

write a 
novel, too? 


Charleston 


John-Boob, 
can you show 
me how to 
dance the 
Charleston? 


John-Boob, 
can you hel 
me knit a 


We like to throw 
in all those 
anachronisms to 
make this show 
sound authentic. 


I'm tryin' to write 
my book, Walnuts. 

Will you please 
leave me alone for 
awhile? 


Daddy, I just can t write 
around this house 
anymore. Everywhere 
I look there's a Walnut 
asking me to help him 
do something. 


Momma, 

where's 

John-Boob 


Guess I can 
help you, son. 
But first, John- 
Boob, can you 
help me short- 
sheet the 
North 40? 


To the other 


Walnut 
Mountain, 
Mary Melon 


J Daddy don't 
-. allow 
screaming 
on this side, 
I Mary Melon. 
























Momma! Momma! 
My pet lamb, 
Doozy, is having 
another baby! 


Gosh! Look 


How come she gets a 
dramatic highlight, Mary 
Melon? I've never had 
my turn 


Because Doozy 
acts better than 
you do, Jayson. 
That's why. 


Well doggie. 
Doozys given 
birth to a baby 
cow. 


I musta read the 
wrong chapter 
in the medical 
book, Jim-Baby. 


Cause he's the 
only one who 
knows where 
the medical 
book is, Daddy? 


I've always wondered 
how we had so much 
food during the 
Depression when 
Daddy hasn't worked 
in three years. 


John-Boob 
What did yc 
think of 


I've seen 
better, Mary 
Melon.- - on 


You mean 


we d all be 
starving to 
death. 


dramatic 

highlight? 


Momma? 

























Everyone 
needs a little 
bit of 

privacy now 
and then. 
Don't you 
agree?^' 


I sure 
love my 
family, but 
sometimes 
a soul has 
to get away 
on his own. 


By the way 
John-Boob, 
where are 
we all 
going to 
be alone? 


11 mean, a body has 
to grow on his own. 

You can t always 
i depend on your 
, family being with 
J you forever. Can 
i <p\ you? 


So that's why I'm 
taking off for 
awhile, to be alone 
Understand? 


We sure do 
John-Boob! 


I Course, the largest 
thing I saw in 
there was a 

1 topographic map 
of Kate Smith. 


Jumping Francis 
Bacon —there's the 
Big City. I've never 
seen anything that 
large 'cept in 
magazines like 
National 


for, 

Momma? 


Daddy don't 
allow 

screaming on 
this side of the 
state, Mary 


To the 
other side 
of the 
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1 Woewee! 

If nobody 

works, what 
do they do 


SI 5.00 a 
pound!?! 
That's 
ridicu¬ 
lous! 


another 

one? This is 

the third 
banker to 

fall on my 
apple cart 


You better 
believe it. It's 
impossible for 
me to make a 
living selling 
Apple Sauce. 


Oh, I'm sorry — 
I was quoting 
you the price 

of Hamburger 
meat in 1974. 


The third? 
That's 

horrible! 


Why'd you 
jump outta 
that window 
for, Mister? 


I invested badly 
and all my 
stocks went 
down to 5? a 
share. I was 
wiped out — 
ruined. 


did you 
own? 


Oh, Xerox, 
Polaroid, 
IT&T, 
General 
Motors. All 
the losers. 




SLOP? We 
had slop 

yesterday. 

L»-- . 


1 know. 
These are 
the 

leftovers. 




























No, we had some new 
neighbors move in next 
door, John-Boob, and they 
showed us that our kind of 
American family is passe— 


that no television viewer wants 
to watch goodness anymore — 


Hunh? What's 
that pan flying 
outta the 
livingroom for? 


— and if we don t want 
to be cancelled, we d 
better start fighting and 
bickering. Sweetness is 
out, John-Boob, violence 
, is the new American 


wrong 


Your mother 


Shut 

up! 

Hell! 




Drop 1 
Dead! | 

Sr 

V 

1 - 
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Htmtmtwr »ho Cold War? Romtmbor iha TwblT R«mimb«r wlvon w« hod a Prauldont who didn't hovo 
from that * winging arc and, cought up in fha spirit of nostalgia, wa docldad to bring you o fast two 
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What do you-think? 
Wouldn't that make a 
really historic 

resignation speech 

forme? 


you're going to have to tell 

him sooner or later, Mom. 


Pat,this is...without a doubt... one 
of the best meats I have ever had. 
you are a marvelous cook. But tell 
me... 


...with the triad shortage and all, 
where did you ever manage to 
find such exquisite cuisine 1 


"IP NIXON 
HUD HIS OWN 
COMIC STRIP" 

Writer: TONY ISABELLA Art: DICK WRIGHT 


...the new Nixon. And for a couple of 
years, the public liked me a lot. 
Bid then came John Dean and Cambodia 
and Phase One.Ihe public doesn't 
like me so much now, but I'm still 
flexible. Ill change again... just 
r-Svw wait and see... 


A few years back I was the old 
Nixon.the public didn't like me 
ucry much. I lost in 'to and I 
tost in 'tot. But I was flexible. 1 
changed with the times.I became. 



































mam 


tmmm 




They wouldst say the't rntfin alert, of 
Satan. Be lieoe them not.How else 
oouldst -uowhnow the plans of the 
dishonest,the political opportunist, 

and the out-and-out radioed- 

those who would destroy America, 
the best betooed nation of 6od?f 


Mom! Whats the matter ? 


Tricia, you know I always cry. 


wheneoer I watch these 
daytime soap operas! 


Bui Mr. President Boobsfte.I haf 
tfuit playing around irtlh beautiful 
ladiesjThe only voman Ibe eoen 


Being Secretary of State is a very important job, 
Henry. YouJll be in the -public eye more than ever. 
So you have to stop this indiscriminate running 
around with beautiful women! 


Here's the morning mail.Dr.Kissinger. 

SMACK n 


loohed at in days is mein. 

_secretary._ 


Mommy! That's the Resident 


I wonder uihat a man 
whenhe loofcs at a i 


He's right} 
Dear. It's 

Hun!! - 





































































Right, 

(Jerald.? 


What happened to turn ? 


Was It an obscene phone call? 


He looks like he 

wishes it were! 


But through alt your troubles and trials 
I’ll support you—1000%. 


Unfortunately, you’ue had to 
leaoe the employ of the White 
House. But I understand, 
what you'ue gone through, 
Spiro. After all, the press 
has gioen. me a rough time 
Lately, too. 


We've been through a tot 
together, Spiro. It wasn't 
easy in'68, but we did at. 
Remember? It wasn’t easy 
in'72,but we won again. 
We're a good team,Spiro. 


you know, Julie , the bakers we re pretty upset oner imr 
wheat deal with Russia ant how it drove up their 
flour prices. I wonder if they euer got ooer that? 


What brought that up : 


Its fcrtjeu.Dnd. Its a woman. She didn't 
give her name, but she has a 
Southern accent. 














































Cleveland and Culture:Worlds in Collision 
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The hottest new act in Brit¬ 
ain this year is a group called 
“Paulette Goddard." Modelled 
after America's own Alice Coop¬ 
er, Paulette plays a style of mu¬ 
sic they call “degenerate sym¬ 
phonic semi-classical." Their 
latest single, “Hungry Means 
Never HavingToVomit,” a hard 
rocker whose flip side, “Lister- 
ine On My Mind" was com¬ 
posed by Norwegian drummer 
Hans Offmimudder, is current¬ 
ly at the top of the charts in 
London. Asked if they plan to 
tour the U.S., the group’s lead¬ 
er, singer Lemule Frembleton 
stated, “No." 

• • • 

25/25 News: Freda Pain's 
new single, “Band Of Thorns," 


on Stigmata Records is report¬ 
ed knockin' ’em dead and hang- 
in’ ’em up in Cleveland and Je¬ 
rusalem, but it never got a rise 
out of Rome... Spurred on by 
the success of his firm's new ad 
campaign (“Over 15 Billion 
Hungry"), the president of Mac- 
Ronald's Hamburgers is issuing 
a new spoken-word LP, “Jokes 
I’ve Chuckled At" .. . Radio 
Tidbit: all FM transmission in 
New York City has been inter¬ 
rupted indefinitely, pending re¬ 
moval of a giant guerilla from 
the Empire State Building tow¬ 
er. The burly revolutionary sta¬ 
tioned himself there on Septem¬ 
ber 20th when he learned that 
the 'sixties were over... Five 
congressmen have undertaken 


SPACED UP! 



Let Runyan O'Leary and his group take you to the 
ends of the galaxy-where no man has gone before, 
but dogs have. 

Ten power-packed new tunes from the composer 
who gave you “Spinach Lust" and “I Can't Help 
Kissing Your Athlete's Foot," all in this new collec¬ 
tion, Spaced Up! 

Includes the group's new smash single, "Talkin' 
Rebuttal Blues." 


On NAUSEA Records and Tapes. 


Where it belongs. 


an investigation of rock lyrics 
to determine whether some of 
them may be funny. Aim of the 
study: to eliminate from the 
airwaves any jokes Richard 
Nixon would not understand... 
Which reminds us: Nixon 
named Henny Youngman 
“American Humorist of the 
Year" for 1974. In the prexy’s 
own imperishable words, “More 
Americans should wallow in 
mother-in-law jokes and get the 
nation moving again." 


Adelle Farmerdaughter, the 
country-western songstress 
who recently switched over to 
the morbidity-rock genre as 
lead vocalist for the group call¬ 


ed Death (cf. related article on 
next page), gave her reasons 
for that unusual switch in im¬ 
age at a press conference in 
Nashville last week. 

• • • 

Bob Dryllin, Eric Clap. John 
Lemon, and the dead body of 
Jimi Olsen, have formed the 
"all-time greatest supergroup 
of all time," according to Clap. 
The group’s name will be Blind 
Air Force. Their act will consist 
of a repertoire of John Phillip 
Sousa marches played in laid- 
back country style while a 
young dwarf born on Zanzibar 
passes through the audience 
tossing spaghetti and faith- 
healing any spectators who 
have acne. 


“Mommy, Where Did 
President Nixon Come From?” 




$5.95 at your 
bookstore. 
Count your 
change. 


Be ready when 
! your young 
son or daughter 
asks that big 
luestion. Be ready 
— with the facts. 

Be ready with this new 
photo-crammed paperback 
that may even show where 
you come from-or where 
you’re going. 


W Detunked 
f Books, a Leisure 1 
Service of 

l the United States J 
^ Government, 
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Death Comes 
Alive in St. Louis 

By Hunting Thomas 

For the first time since the 
1904 World's Fair, St. Louis. 
Missouri, is excited about some¬ 
thing. Or, more properly, some 
one. 

He is Umberto Togarowa, a 
Peruvian-born musician who is 
lead male vocal with the city's 
first successful rock group, 
Death. 

And since Umberto recently 
recruited Adelle Farmerdaugh- 
ter, a former country-western 
singer with only one minor hit 
("Alone With Just A Fence 
Pole To Keep Me Warm"), as 
his co-star with the group, St. 
Louis has gone Death-mad. 

“De Grateful Dead," Umberto 
says, “dey are de pansies! Only 
we actually kill somet'ing at 
eb'ry show! We are uneek in 
moosic!" 

Adelle agrees. In soprano 


mulcho sotto voice, she whis¬ 
pers, “Umberto has a vision of 
world death that he tries to 
communicate to the audience. 
He tried at first to do that by 
simulating death, but it didn't 
work. So now we kill one mem¬ 
ber of our group at every live 
performance we do." 

Death's act is. to say the 
least, bizarre. It begins with 
an empty stage. Suddenly, 
from the rafters, a twelve-foot- 
tall sword drops onto the floor¬ 
boards. Then, the band walks 
solemnly to their instruments. 
There is a moment of hushed 
silence. Then, Umberto cries 
out, “Gib on me de blood!" 
Each band member then pro¬ 
duces a one-pint bottle of what 
appears to be real hemoglobin 
and douses Umberto with its 
contents. He then begins the 
first number, “Railroad Spike 
Through My Throat (Can't 
Hit the Right Note)". 

At the conclusion of the per¬ 


formance which generally con¬ 
sists of material from the 
group's two albums. Stab. 
Choke, and Die and Cremation, 
plus a few standards such as 
"The Last Kiss," "Tell Laura I 
Love Her,” “Honey," and "Max¬ 
well's Silver Hammer"... some¬ 
one dies. 

Someone actually dies!! 

At the performance I view¬ 
ed, a cymbal went frisbee-ing 
through the air and decapi¬ 
tated the bass player. The 
crowd first screamed in horror, 
then cheered and applauded 
wildly as the headless corpse 
was lifted for display by Um¬ 
berto, and the head held high 
by Adelle, who awarded the 
dead musician a posthumous 
kiss. 

Backstage, I asked Umber¬ 
to if they ever had difficulty 
recruiting new musicians for 
the group, since, obviously, he 
and Adelle were Death's only 
permanent members. 


"Jes," he said. "Many peepo 
do not reolize how much dey 
wanna die until 1 tell dem." 

Deep down. I harbored sus¬ 
picions that it was all stage 
trickery, that no one really was 
killed. So 1 checked with both 
the Coroner's Office and the 
Police Department. 

Umberto actually was kill¬ 
ing musicians at an alarming 
rate, according to the statis¬ 
tics of both offices. But. as one 
detective, who refused to be 
identified, informed me, “It al¬ 
ways looks like an accident. 
They handle these things with 
C.I.A. precision. It's frighten¬ 
ing." 

As of this week. Death's new 
single, “I Will Be, I Am, I 
Was," hit Number Ten on the 
national charts. We may short¬ 
ly be faced with a new pheno¬ 
menon to equal the beef short¬ 
age in gravity and far surpass 
it in weirdness. If Death be¬ 
comes a fad ...! 
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I Don’t Love You 
Since You Ate My Dog 

Flea & Tick 
Dog-Eat-Dog Records 
11215 

It’s not a pleasant record to 
listen to. At least, not at first. 
But soon, the depth of under¬ 
standing that Flea & Tick (ali¬ 
as Nugg Fletcher and Pakaka 
Rodriguez) have achieved in 
this three-minute-and-forty- 
three-second tour de force over¬ 
comes the initial feeling of re¬ 
vulsion. 

I Don't Love You Since You 
A te My Dog is a stinging com¬ 


y f -; w 




mentary on the state of the 
economy. And part of its sting 
comes from the economical pro¬ 
duction this record received. It 
was recorded in a subcellar, 
with a furnace rumbling away 
in the back, on a single mike, 
with a cassette recorder whose 
batteries might be best de¬ 
scribed as comatose. The result 
is a humorous look at a Nation 
gone mad. 

We hear, halfway through 
the record. Fletcher's guitar 
pick break. He cannot afford a 
new one. He continues with the 
song. 


The lyrics have nothing to do 
with dogs or eating. Where the 
title is derived from is a mys¬ 
tery. Rodriguez will only say, 
“It seemed appropriate." 

I cannot quote the entire 
song here, but perhaps a close 
scrutiny of its most searing 
passage will suffice as food for 
thought: 


I DON'T LOVE 
YOU SINCE YOU 
ATE MY DOG. 
A NEW 

"FLEA & TICK" 
SINGLE- 
RELEASED BY 
DOG EAT DOG 
RECORDS. 


There is a bridge across the 
junk heap. 

I built it with my brother. 

Three guys came and spit on 
it. 

And I spit on my brother. 

We built another bridge that 
day, 

Across a farm. 

— Elinore Welluferb 




IaUHE VQJR EDDY TOR 


Your entire physiognomy is overhauled, 
transformed into a mammoth sound ma¬ 
chine. You are the medium. You are the mes¬ 
sage. And you're UL approved! 

Sound comes at you from six directions— 
and from inside your intestines. You vibrate. 
You swing. You sway. Eventually, you fry. 

It's life. It's love. It's nature. It's the now 
thing. It’s appalling. 

And it’s brought to you by your friendly 
postman in plain brown wrapping that even 
smells like true sound. Supply is limited. 
Order yours now. First 100 orders receive a 
free copy of the first and only hectophonic 
record issued to date: Spiro Agnew Sings 
Motown's Greatest Hits, Volume II. 


"i ifiiViwtai niaflifi iWi?wi*i*|i^ 

The Ultimate Cosmic Audio Experience 
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Hard to Eat 

Crow 

Respite 69791 

Crow is a group out of Cleve¬ 
land whose press releases de¬ 
scribe them as the vanguard of 
the new "Dullness Revolution" 
in music. Their plodding, le¬ 
thargic melodies, we are told, 
are “a direct result of their 
roots. All five members of Crow 
—Jimmy Dry, lead guitarist; 
Anton Jejune, rhythm guitar¬ 
ist; T.D. Uss, drummer; John 
Paul Vacant, bassist; and Har¬ 
old Sipid, cellist—were bom 
and raised in suburban Cleve¬ 
land, and all five are the pro¬ 
duct of quiet, middle-class, 
WASPish families.” Crow's so- 
called “new sound” reflects 
this heritage. 

A quick listing of the ten 
songs on this, their first LP, 
will give you a notion of how 
such “roots” can be translated 
into music. 

Side One begins with the title 
cut, “Hard to Eat,” which re¬ 
fers to dry cat food. The rest of 
the side encompasses such won¬ 
derment as “Crabgrass Men¬ 
ace,” “Too Much Chlorine In 
the Pool (It Stings My Eyes),” 
“Patio Dreamin’," and “My Life 
is a Circular Driveway." 

The second side, equally ba¬ 
nal, opens with "Birthday Par¬ 
ty Magician," about the trials 
and tribulations of a sodden 
old drunk who entertains at 
kids' parties and whose egg 


won’t disappear. “Buick Joy," 
“Linda On My Lawn," "Central 
Air,” “Fry Me A Minute Steak,” 
and the closing song, an an¬ 
them of sorts entitled "Free, 
White, and Nouveau-Riche,” 
complete the picture. 

It is not, as some may as¬ 
sume, a put-on or a put-down, 
but rather paean to the life¬ 
style of suburban Cleveland. 
And the only deep intellectual 
or musical question the album 
poses is: what’s wrong with 
America? 

— Zach Spratt 




Voodoo Kisser 

Plague 

Loa Manhattan Records 
6969‘/ 2 

Subtlety is not one of the 
virtues of Plague as a group and 
even less of Voodoo Kisser, 
their latest excursion into the 
mythos of perversity. 

The album's first side opens 
with the supposedly authentic 
sound of the head of a live 
chicken being ripped from its 
body. Plague's drummer, Lars 
Fengen, then strikes the cym¬ 
bals three times. This is an in¬ 
teresting bit of cymbalism re¬ 
ferring to the mystic signifi¬ 
cance of the number “3” in voo¬ 
doo—i.e., that a chicken has 
just had its head tom off. 

A shrill, piercing scream, 
which the liner notes describe 
as exactly halfway between the 


pitch of Johnny Weismueller’s 
famed Tarzan yell and the 
Women's Liberation rhetoric 
of Shanna the She-Devil, fol¬ 
lows next. And then we're off 
and running, full-tilt, into the 
first cut called “Severed Chick¬ 
en Heads." 

Its lyrics, composed by lead 
singer Suffa Meeh and bassist 
Johanna Kelso, are truly eerie, 
apocalyptic calypso, viscerally 
inspired and performed. An ex¬ 
cerpt; 

When I see a bloody beak, 

I think of cosmic rain 

And the entrails of Gawd 
writhing 

In his almighty pain. 

(© 1973,SoG Music. Reprinted 
by permission.) 


The album's six other cuts, 
“Mambo In My Closet," “Sil¬ 
ver Dolls and Golden Needles,” 
“Snake Worship," "Zombie 
Love,” “Fire-Walk," and an 
eleven-minute number called 
“Ghost of the Chicken" are 
equally compelling, though un¬ 
even musically and occasional¬ 
ly victim to certain excesses 
such as the overlong kettle¬ 
drum-electric bass jam in 
“Ghost... ”, 

It is not an album for the 
squeamish, nor for those who 
have an especial fondness for 
chickens. But it’s a statement 
of unrelenting truth, delivered 
with few of the conventional 
amenities. Perhaps the most 
succinct summing-up of its 
theme can be found in the third 
verse of “Zombie Love”: 

Yellow flesh pressed against 
mine 

The cold warms me 

Visions of your mother, 
drowning in the brine 

Do alarm me 

Eighteen headless horses 
chomping at the bits 

Of decaying toes on the side¬ 
walk 


(© 1973, SoG Music. Reprinted 
by permission.) 

— Thurgood Marshall 


ANTARES 
PROBE 

AUCC BCU/IC 



B’satzO 


Antares Probe 

Alice Bowie 

Ersatz Records 7689894 

Antares Probe is more 
spaced-out rock from the man 
who gave us Shoot the Lunar 
Module and Billion-Dollar 
Slime, the acknowledged mas- 
terworks of pseudo-science-fic- 
tion-rock of 1972. As with those 
earlier efforts, the emphasis in 
Antares is on jazzy production, 
not musical virtuosity. 

Special effects abound: the 
sound of an ICBM unzipping a 
lady’s dress; simulated meteor 
collisions over Los Angeles; 
and, in the record’s most ab¬ 
surd and offensive cut, “Hypo¬ 
thesis; Moon Acne," the sound 
of a crater being popped like a 
zit, with volcanic puss oozing 
out over the dusty lunar sur¬ 
face. 

In short, it’s the usual rou¬ 
tine Alice Bowie nonsense, com¬ 
plete with a fragment of “moon 
rock” (actually Mohave Desert 
rock) as part of the package. 
The liner notes advise the lis¬ 
tener to throw the “moon rock” 
at his grandmother, presumably 
with intent to kill. It’s all part 
of overthrowing the Old Order, 
y'know. 

Galactic in its scope, Antares 
Probe is a universal zero. 

—Vito Sangria (£ 










Writers: ROY 4 JEAN THOMAS 


m Enam* FEATURES Wfe'd Be CRAZy To PrInT 

Don't look now, gang, but we're back —with still more examples of the kind of feature we will never stoop 
to print in the pages of CRAZY, the Humor-Mag That Dares To Be Dumb) In fact, in our first issue, everybody 
hated one of those features so much that we decided to include it again, just to remind you how we've kept 
our promise not to let any low-life type material sneak into our mag! Anybody out there remember— 



NO. I KNOW IT'S TWO 
WHOLE ISSUES SINCE THE 
J.AST FOTO FUNKIES... 


LOOK--THE HUMAN BODY IS THE HANDIWORK OF 
HEAVEN. IT'S A THINS OF BEAUTY, A JOV 
FOREVER. IT'S A SRANP OLD FLA6, 

IT'S A HISH-FLVINS FLAG.. 


BUT, BY TAKING IT ALL OFF, YOU'LL BE REMOVING 
kJHE LAST VESTIGE OF MODESTY WHICH SHACKLES 
YOU TO THE TRADITIONAL FEMININE ROLE, 
^THEREBY STRIKING A GREAT BLOW FOR 
H/OMS/V'S UBERAT/O/V' 


mmm 


BUT I STILL WON'T TAKE OFF MY T-SHIRT ANP POSE 
NAKED IN BED WITH TWO MEN, JUST TO OBLIGE J 
THE SOPHOMORICALLY SNICKERING PSYCHES WM 
OF A LOT OF OVERSEXED COLLEGE JOCKS! 






Actually, there are lots of other features we never intend to print, as well. For instance, you know the one where these 
two pointy-nosed spies (one dressed in black, one in white) keep trying to kill each other month after revolting month? 
You don’t? Well then, we’d better show you a sample, so you’ll appreciate all the agony we’re saving you by not 
printing something called— 












Well, that just about finishes off our list of features we consider too common, too crass, too banal ever to in¬ 
clude in our high-tone humor mag. Of course, the one we obviously feel most strongly about is that photo¬ 
caption thing. And so, we'll leave you with this pledge pulsating in your eardrums: You'll Know We're Really 
Crazy If We Ever Again Run Anything Like— 



YOU WANT THEM TO LOSE THEIR INVESTMENT 
LET THEIR FAMILIES BE THROWN OUT INTO THE 
k. STREETS--ANP ALL BECAUSE VOU WOULPN'T 
REVEAL A FEW SQUARE INCHES 
.1 . "T FEMALE FLESH?. 


you KNOW, AS LONG AS YOU KEEP VOUR HANDS 
THERE, YOU'RE STILL NOT HELPING TO APPEAL 
TO THE PRURIENT INTERESTS OF POTENTIAL 
REAPERS OF THE NATIONAL SPITTOON/ 


WAPPA you THINK—REP'BLOOPEP 
MALES ARE GONNA PLOP POWN 754 
L A THROW JUST TO PROOL OVER 
\youR BABY-FACEP /OSS£P? S 

/ - I — | M 

/well,\^|l . \\ J 

' no, WmMji, 


THEN LOOK AT IT THIS WAV: THE PUBLISHERS OF 
THE SPITTOON HAVE INVESTEP THOUSANPS OF 
POLLARS IN THIS MAG, ANP IT WON'T SELL 
.WITHOUT A N'AKEP BROAP 
OR TWO IN IT/ 


■ TMO 
















GOD IS ALIVE AND WELL AND LIVING SOMEWHERE IN THE BIG DIPPER Dept. 


Writer: ROY THOMAS Art: MARIE SEVERIN 


Hey. gang, didja see this really wild TV show a few weeks back? The one that told all about 
how Alien Visitors From Outer Space came to the earth in prehistoric times, and how they 
built everything from the Egyptian Pyramids to the statues on Easter Island? And didja know 
that now there are zillions of books out on the same subject, with titles like Gods, Demons, 
and Space Chariots—Gods and Devils from Outer Space—an d the ever-popular God Drives a 
Flying Saucer? 

Well, frankly, we at CRAZY Magazine go one step farther. We have our own theory about 
what happened 'way back when. And here's where we lay it on you, in a feature we call — 



UNSOLVED MYSTERIES OF THE PAST SOLVED, MAYBE 


BY ERICH VON DPMMIKIN 

Featured on TV as 

“IN SEARCH OF ANCIENT AUTO-NUTS " 


The startling article that asks the musical questions: 


WAS EARTH THE SITE OF AN INTERPLANETARY DRAG-RACE OVER 40,000 YEARS AGO? 


IS THERE EVIDENCE OF ALIEN DRAG-STRIPS IN THE ANDES, IN THE HIMALAYAS, AND 
MAYBE EVEN IN TERRE HAUTE, INDIANA? 


ARE EXTRATERRESTRIAL PEEL-OUT ARTISTS RESPONSIBLE FOR ALL THAT RUBBER DOWN 

THERE IN BRAZIL? 


Matter of fact, this is also the startling article that gives the musical answer: 


HECK, NO, YOU DODO! BUT ASKING BONEHEAD QUESTIONS LIKE THAT IS SURE A LOT 
MORE PROFITABLE THAN SITTING AROUND LISTENING TO CHUCK BERRY SINGING ABOUT 

HIS DING-A-LING-A-LING! 


W 


So turn the page, already! You think we're gonna send 
Ming the Merciless around to do that for you, too? 


r 


29 



Yes, that s right. I, Erich von Dummikin, honorary third assistant paste-up man at CRAZY Magazine, 
believe that the Earth was used as a Drag-Strip by Aliens from Outer Space in ancient times! 

Is this a real possibility? I asked Professor Snurdley P. Crankshaft of the University of Lower She¬ 
boygan. Here is his unbiased answer: 



PROI CRANKSHAFT 


ANKSHAFT 


And then in 1957, 

I thought it 
extremely probable 
that the sun 
revolved around the 
earth on alternate 
Thursdays, and that 
Halley’s Comet was 
actually just a 
berserk hummingbird 
with its tail- 
feathers on fire. 


Of course, in 1945, 1 also 
thought it extremely 
probable that the United 
States was about to end 
the War with Japan by 
dropping an enormous 
Chinese Egg-roll on 
downtown Tokyo during 
the rush hour. 


Why, yes, I think it extremely 
probable that our planet was 
once used as a drag-strip by 
aliens from outer space, and 
that this may account for 
many of the unsolved mysteries 
of the past, such as the 
Pyramids and the statues on 
Easter Island. 


I And then 
in 1963, I 
thought— 


Er, thank you, Prof. Crankshaft, we get the general idea. At any rate, with that distinguished sci¬ 


entific brain to back me up, I began a careful search of monuments and landmarks the world over, 


to see if I could turn up evidence to support my world-shattering theory. Below, in an obviously un¬ 
retouched, un-altered photograph, is my first breakthrough find: 



There you have it, friends and neighbors! Irrefutable 
proof that our very own Grand Canyon was actually 
formed by a head-on collision between two flying 
saucers during the time trials of the First Intergalactic 
Demolition Derby! 

If the Grand Canyon was created this way, then what 
about Mount Vesuvius, the Marina Trench, and that 
funny-looking mound in my old backyard in Schleswig- 
Holstein? 


Will fresh investigations at these sites turn up new 
evidence to refute the centuries-old findings of scholars 
and archaeologists? 

Were these sites, too, visited by freaked-out, speed- 
crazy teenagers from outer space in ancient times? 

Will I ever stop asking these stupid questions and 
get on with the pictures? ^ 










At the beginning of the 18th century, this map 
was found in the famed Topkapi Palace in Istanbul. 
It formerly belonged to Piri Reis, an Admiral in 
the Turkish Navy. This map, when placed over an 
aerial-projection map of the globe, shows a de¬ 
gree of accuracy impossible to achieve without 
expert aerial photography! 


Two weeks ago last Friday, this map was found 
in the back seat of a 1957 Edsel in a Pre-Owned 
Car Lot in Canarsie. It formerly belonged to Pee- 
Wee Reese, former shortstop for the former Brook¬ 
lyn Dodgers in the former Flatbush. Not that it 
has anything whatever to do with this article, but 
if you see PeeWee, tell him we ll trade it back for 
one of his old baseball gloves. 


The Egyptian Pyramids are one of the oldest mysteries facing mankind, womankind, and little-kid- 
kind. The Pyramids raise many perplexing questions, namely: 

How were building-blocks weighing 6,500,000 tons hauled hundreds of miles across the desert by 
the ancient Egyptians, a race whose average size fell somewhere between Mickey Rooney and Dopey 
the Dwarf? 

How were 2,600,000 gigantic blocks fitted together to the nearest 1 /1000th of an inch by a people 
who believed that the Sun was hatched from a giant frog's-egg on top of a mountain near Hermopolis? 

Who put the bomp in the bomp-be-bomp-be-bomp, who put the rang in the rang-a-rang-a-ding-dang? 


Is it a mere coincidence that the height of the Great Pyramid of Cheops, multiplied by one billion, 
gives a figure only 5,000,000 miles away from the average distance to the Sun? 

Is it a mere coincidence that the area of the base of the Pyramid divided by twice its height gives 
the figure of pi (3.14159)? 

Is it a mere coincidence that, if you take the height of the Pyramid (490 feet) and multiply it times 
the date of the first Buck Rogers daily comic-strip (1929), you get the sum of 945,210, which is roughly 
the population of Rhode Island in 1960? 

As a matter of fact, that last one probably is a mere coincidence, but what the hey! You can’t win 
em all! 










But you—YOU vill 
believe me, von't 
you? I know you 
vill, you nice person 
you— 


-For, I 
understand you 
still haff 
relatives back in 
der Old 
Country . .. ! 


precisely vat I tried 
to tell Der Fuehrer at 
Berchtesgaden in 1937! 
But he vould not listen 
to me, der dummkopf! 
And so, eight years 
later, ve lost der Var! 


Vinston 
Churchill it 
vasn't, Charlie! 


Some lesser minds may theorize that the famous Great Stone Faces on Easter Island in the Pacific 
are actually models of Aliens who visited our world in prehistoric times. Perhaps so. 

But I, Erich von Dummikin, have personally discovered the nearby Christmas Island, which is iden¬ 
tical in every way to Easter Island except for the Great Stone Face seen prominently for the first time 
in this authentic, un-retouched photograph. This monument stands as the Ancient Auto-Nuts' own 
tribute to the greatest interstellar dragster of all —who is also perhaps the source of the strange lights 
seen in the sky each Christmas Eve above Air Force bases all over the Free World and the sleazier 
parts of Pittsburgh. 


Some skeptics and Doubting Thomases have suggested that my authentic, un-retouched pictures 


may be less than 1 00% authentic, and that I may have applied pen and airbrush in certain key photos. 


But you trust old Erich, don't you, boobie? Remember those relatives in the Old Country, now! 














On the Plain of Nazca in Peru are strange markings which, viewed from the air, appear strikingly 
similar to a modern-day airport, an ultra-sophisticated missile base, or even a tic-tac-toe game I once 
played in Bremerhaven with Hildegard Neff. 

Recently, however, I discovered the markings shown below, which are visible only from an auto¬ 
gyro flying backward over a sandlot snooker field just outside Hobart, Tasmania. 


These markings are obviously nothing less than skid-marks caused by an alien stock-car doing a 
spin-out at speeds in excess of 38 m.p.h., as any fool can plainly see. 

The slight, accidental similarity of these skid-marks to certain words of the English language should 
in no way be construed as contradicting the Von Dummikin Theory. 

You don't want to see a former Volkswagen dealer cry, do you? 


Below is an approximation of the Greeting 
Card to Outer Space" sent aloft in the Pioneer 
F rocket in the 1970's. It utilizes a cosmic code 
which any alien life-form should be able to de¬ 
cipher, given a few centuries and the sense God 



Below is my own personal inter-world Greeting 
Card, which will be launched next week in a re¬ 
novated Goodyear Blimp from a parking-lot in 
a suburb of Dusseldorf. When deciphered, it an¬ 
nounces an All-Planets Soapbox Derby to be held 
on Groundhog's Day, 1974, in Boise, Idaho. 



If no one with more than two eyes and/or three elbows shows up by 12 noon of that date, the Der¬ 
by will be cancelled, and all donated Prize Money will revert to the Erich von Dummikin Fund for Re¬ 
search and General Whoopee-Making. Too bad about you, bug-eyed monsters! 





One final comparison: This prehistoric drawing (below, left) was found by me, of all people, in my 
very own Victory Garden in Stuttgart! (My epoch-making discovery has been authenticated by my 
lovely wife Brunhilda, a former Sunday School teacher at Dachau.) 



Could primitive imagination have produced 
anything so remarkably similar to a modern-day 
hot-rodder in a souped-up Vette? The strange 
lever near the figure's foot can only indicate that 
he is stepping on the gas-pedal —or maybe squash- 


Below: American astronauts of today in an iden¬ 
tical situation, except for electronic headgear, 
leather-crafted safety belts, color-coordinated 
space suits, self-activated oxygen masks, and 
other incidental, insignificant details. 


There you have it! Proof Positive of the Von Dummikin Theory that our planet was used as a Drag- 
Strip by Aliens from Outer Space before the dawn of historians! 

And now, just to show you I'm a good sport and don t mind presenting an opposing point of view, 
no matter how dumb-headed, we will close with an Afterword by Dr. Heinrich Klingenhoffer, now 
guest lecturer at the University of Greater Ft. Lauderdale, who tries in vain to refute my theory and 
who never liked me anyway because my dueling-scar is longer than his: 







By the way, please 
tell my cousin Bemie 
that he can have all 
my old shirts, 
including the one that 
glows in the dark 
during a Lunar 
Eclipse. 


But, truth to tell, 
there is simply no 
evidence of 

extraterrestrial visitors 
to earth, either in 
ancient times or any 
other. In fact, the 
whole theory of alien 
life-forms is ridiculous 
and unworthy of 
further serious 
consideration by the 
academic community. 


Class 

dismissed 






c i* 


r t 




It pains me greatly 
to dispute the word 
of my learned 
countryman, Erich 
von Dummikin, whose 
last known 
scientific 

accomplishment was 
the successful 
transplanting of a wart 
from his right hand 
to his left and back 
again, in 1952. 


The fact that the Von 
Dummikin Theory 
could only have been 
conceived by the 
same man who in 1948 
charged that the 
Berlin Airlift was 
in reality a swarm of 
migrating tsetse-flies, 
has in no way colored 
my opinions. 











WOODEN LIKE TO SEE THIS DEPT 




One of America's best known 
and most popular poems was written 
many years ago by a man named 
Joyce Kilmer. But Crazy thinks that 
if Mr. Kilmer were alive today, 
he would have written his immortal 
poem in a somewhat different 
way. Here's how he might 
write it now: 


L 1U 


1974 VERSION 


WRITER: WARREN EMERY 


I hope that I shall never see 
Pollution killing every tree, 

Or bombings that defoliate 

The lush green growth of forests great. 

I wish a young tree could be freed 
From axes and a woodman’s greed, 

With branches, bark and leaves so bright 
Unblemished by disease or blight, 

Whose roots would never have to lose 
Their plot of earth to paving crews, 

Or die in smoke and ashes when 
A forest fire’s caused by men. 

Poems can merely prod or tease, 

But only God can save our trees. 









The Official 
George Countdown 
Calendar^,. 


IT ALL HANG UP DEPT: I 


Writer: TONY ISABELLA Art: VIC MARTIN 
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STILL AMERICA'S GREATEST PROFIT MAKERS 

Free invisible poster with every order 


POSTERS 

Tragic reminders 
of all the really good reasons 
there are for suicide. 

Only $2.50 each. 


C-638 THE CLASSIC JOHN & 
MARTHA. The oddest couple of 
all! Only $2.50. 


C-615 1973-1977 McGOVERN 
COUNTDOWN CALENDAR. 

Stupidest poster ever made! 
Millions found in basement of 
Watergate Hotel in box labeled 

"Just in Case.” Only $2.98. 


C-805 POEM. Tender sonnet in a 
rainbow of dayglow colors. Only $25. 


C-633 Devastation 


C-634 Approaching Doom 


C-728 MEN'S LIB. An exciting new dimension in co-ed living. Only $2.98. 


C-718 TOTIE FIELDS. 

Giant black-and-white photo. 
56"x42”. Only $2.00. 


C-806 
MYSTERY 
PHOTO. Boy, 
oh boy, have 
we got a poster 
for you. It's so 
raunchy we 
can't even 
think about 
it loud. 

Only $59.98. 


C-827 STARVATION. A touching portrait of youth in the 
full bloom of abject hunger. And guess what-their eyes 
follow you around the room. Only $3.98. 


people hardly ever 
yay lliKe your toe 
... and when they 

■ *1 . II / 


rMifawiM 


of\zx the cocK mf 
crowed thrice..yb 
fVdffycAXfodc 
cbit call a cop... 

































C-954 TELEVISION POSTER, 

Four-colored. Cheapest paper made 
Only $3.00. 


C-955 THE GREAT HOTEL WATERGATE 
RIP-OFF. The perfect gift for a departing president 
or vice-president. Only $2.98 plus 150% surcharge. 


romance. 


C-1014 BOGIE'S BACK. The 

other side of Casablanca. 

Only $2.50. 


C-1000 Our former mystery photo now 
exposed. Didn't we tell you she had a 
great set of headlights? Only $2.98. 


C-1014 RICHARD GORILLA (a tribute 
to the Renaissance). Representative of 
all that is noble in man and ape. 

Only $3.00. 


Super Art Posters 
NOWHERESVILLE 

Add $1,000,000 for 
postage and handling 
on all orders. 

Please send me the following: 

C-615 C-632 C-633 C-634 
C-638 C-716 C-718 
C-728 C-734 C-805 
C-806 C-827 C-947 
C-950 C-954 C-955 
C-957 C-1000 C-1 Oil 
C-1014 C-1018 C-1027 
C-1037 C-1040 C-1043 


THE ART OF ZEN MASSAGE 

Or how to make your spiritual bod and other 
spiritual bods feel good all over and reach 
nirvana while doing it Everything explained 
with words (spelled light) and photos lleft 
over Irom oui last ad| Zensational C-1027. 
Only 84.95. 


C-101 8 THE TEASER. And 

we mean "teaser." Chortle, 
chortle, guffaw. 

Only $2.98. 


C-1037 ECOLOGY. What this country 
needs is a good 50 oxygen mask. 

Only $2.50. 


' Address 


* ■ ■ ■■ m-<L . r . i rr~ ^ ti s c -■ —i Ngw York residents arid 97% 

C-1043 PLAYMALE OF THE MONTH. Isn't he just too utterly nebbishy? I sales tax 

Only $.40. J_ 


C l 040 EXPRESS YOURSELF. 

Well, that’s close, granny. Only $3.00. 





























Part III—A simmering melting pot of Moosekind congeals on the Island of Crete 
and slops over to the Balkan Peninsula, forming the cradle of western civilization. 


ANOTHER 

ARMCHAIR EXCURSION 
down the highway of 
history with Dr. 
Melville Moose, BO. 
APB, BYOB, noted 
anthropologist, 
paleontologist and 
honorary member 
MMFC. 


SHIPS SAILING FROM EGYPT as early as 3000 BC 
came upon the Island of Crete which, at that point 
in time, was inhabited by a friendly civilization of 
Mooses. The Egyptian Mooses mingled with the Cre- 
ten Mooses and developed a new society. 




MOOSE OoN/\ 




ROUTE of the Egyptian sailors and the point at which the 
fleet sank on the shores of the Island of Crete. 


IT WAS ON CRETE, around the year 1700 BC, that 
King Sinos, a cretin despot, created the first navy. 
King Sinos kept his navy hidden in a gigantic un¬ 
derground lake known as the Labyrinth, the en¬ 
trance to which was guarded by his two prize war 
ships the Minotaur and the Merrimac. 

AROUND 1500 BC, inhabitants of the Island of 
Crete began migrating to the mainland after which 
time several important cities began to develop. One 
of them was the fabled city of Troy. 




ABOVE: King Sinos' warship, the Minotaur, from a 12th 
century woodcut. 


LEFT: King Sinos, the cretin despot who created the 
world's first navy. 















MUCH OF OUR INFORMATION about Greece be¬ 
tween 1200 BC and 800 BC is gained from the two 
manuscripts by the poet Homoos. entitled The Iliad 
and The Odyssey. 

The Iliad recounts the destruction of Troy and in¬ 
cludes the episode of the legendary Trojan Moose 
(see next page). The poem is the basis of the forth¬ 
coming motion picture 2001: A Space Iliad. 

EVERY FOUR YEARS, beginning in 776 BC, a cele¬ 
bration was held atop Mount Olympus in honor of 
the discovery of beer. The citizens of Olympia would 
drink a toast to the Greek gods Hoppus, Maltus and 
Bacchus. The tradition has survived the centuries 
and now enjoys world-wide acceptance and parti¬ 
cipation. 

GREEK INFLUENCE has been long-lasting in the 
world of architecture. There are three basic column 
designs still in use today: the Dorc, ironic, and 
Cornthian. 

ALEXANTLER THE GREAT OF MOOSEDON1A ruled 
Greece during its Hellemoostic Age, the pinnacle of 
Greek civilization. From this period emerged such 
immortal examples of achievements in sculpture 
as the Horned Victory of Samoosthrace. 

SOON AFTER ALEXANDER'S DEATH in 323 BC, 
Greece fell under the rule of the Roman Empire. 


The three basic column designs 
were: Dorc, Ironic, and Cornthian. 
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LEFT: The Greek 
poet Homoos, 
author of 
The Iliad. 


BELOW: Mount 
Olympus, site 
of the first 
beer-fest. 


The symbol 
used at the 
Olympus 
beer-fest. 


The famous 
Horned 
Victory of 
Samoosthrace 


I 








ABOVE. Coins, a Greek innovation, exemplify 
Greek artistry. 

RIGHT: Dr. Melville Moose visits the Parthenon, 
paying his respects to the architects of centuries 
past. 


THE LEGEND OF THE TROIAN MOOSE -The Trojan 
warriors were stubbornly entrenched within the 
walls of the City of Troy. Fearing starvation due to 
a Greek blockade of the city, the warriors of Troy 
devised a clever plot to break the Greek blockade. 
They constructed an enormous hollow moose with¬ 
in which 90% of the Trojan army hid. The plan was 
to use the moose as a peace offering so that when 
the Greeks wheeled the Trojan Moose triumphant¬ 
ly into Greek army headquarters, the Trojan war¬ 
riors could drop from the moose at night and take 
the Greek army by surprise. 


UNFORTUNATELY. WHEN THE GATES of the Cit 
of Troy were opened to wheel the moose out. thi 
Greek army was so repulsed by the effigy that the 
promptly set fire to it. 

AS THE BURNING MOOSE toppled from its frame, 
its blazing embers set fire to the entire city. Vision: 
of a Trojan victory went up in smoke. 














Are you DEPRESSED? Has life been giving you a HARD TIME lately? Have LITTLE 
THINGS been getting you down? Do you have a HANGNAIL? MUSTARD on your perma¬ 
nent press? The Terminal Blahs? Do you feel like CHUCKING IT ALL and becom¬ 
ing a beach bum on an OIL-SLICK somewhere? Sure you do. C'mon, own up to it. We 
know how WEAK you are. Well, don't worry, YOU'RE NOT ALONE. Everybody's DE¬ 
PRESSED these days. Everybody's seeking relief somewhere. But one place they're NOT 
going to find it is in today's motion pictures. To show you what we mean, CRAZY Maga¬ 
zine picked three of the most POPULAR movies of today... Three real depressing bad¬ 
dies which we call... Sv. 



For example, take this typical Flint Or try this art’ film classic about two And finally, let us serve you this 

Westwood western where he makes depressing people who try dancing to sickening snack about a future Earth 

an entire town suffer just for the Marcel Marceau records. and their bizarre after dinner ‘mints. 1 



LAST TANGLE 
IN PARIS 


Boy, life stinks. 
Here we are just 
standing around 
and a giant 
tractor tries 
to run us 
all down. 


These New York 
rush hours are 
getting more 
ridiculous 
every day. 


Life stinks. 
Mister. I 
think I’ll 
go kill 
myself. 


Why not just get 
involved in a 
meaningless 
love affair with 
me, a total 
stranger? 


fun of it. 


sounds 


groovy 









































Damn! 

these saddle-sores 
are really getting bad 


... an’ I'll 
inch th’ beast 
in th’ face. 1 


Kinda stinkin' place 
that makes a guy 
wanna kill three 
of the local 
townspeople, an’ 
rape one of the 
local ladies. 


Yeah. Then after I 
do that, I'll go 
take a nice, calm 
bath and a shave. 


Stinkin’ world. Stinkin’ 
west. Stinkin’ town. 


the barber. Yeah 
that oughta be 


depressing fun. 


Trouble is, stranger — 
those three men 
you killed were 
killers we hired 
to protect us from 
three other killers 
who are planning, for 
some obscure reason, 
to kill everyone 
who lives here. 


The movie opens with a long, He rides closer, ever closer. Yes, he's still riding closer Whew, finally he’s here-and 

long shot of the misty desert For three and a half hours he (don't worry, well see him with but one thought in his 

...and a tired, haggard, soli- rides closer (Boy, is it a long any hour now). mind, 

tary rider... desert.) 

























































V A _ - n 


Fellow townsmen, things aren't getting depressing 
fast enough, so I’ve called this meeting to find out what 
we re gonna do about those three killers who 
are coming to wipe us out tomorrow. 


A thousand 
dollars for 
every head I 
kill, and two 
free tickets to 
the Bazaar. 


Yeah, and 
how about the 
community 

Wife-Swapping 


But I wanna 
talk about 
next month s 

Bazaar. 


Club? 


Paint the town 

red? 

Whooweee— 

I'm sure glad 
we picked this 
urdering stranger 
| to protect us. 


You'll have nothing 
to worry about if you 

paint the town red. 


Bury the town? 

Gee, that sounds 

5_symbolic. 


Zeke —. 
Paint the 
town red 
what an 
excellent 
idea. 


Namely, get 


Now that the entire 
town's been painted 
red and made to look 
like Hell, I'll tell 
you the next thing 
you'll have to do to 
save yourselves. 


This isn't exactly what I meant 
by painting the town red. 


on your knees 
and pray. You 
think burying 
the town and 
then painting 
it red's gonna 
save your lives? 


You paint the town red your 
way, Mishter, an 1 we ll 
paint it our way. 


Whazzat, 

Stranger? 


Hooboy. 
And they 
call me 

stranger. 







































Five hundred people 
are dying out there. 
Five hundred men, 
women, children and 
cows are pleading 
for their lives. 


But then, what's the 
sense in having five 
hundred and one 
dead people down 
there, I always say. 


We're 
gonna 
try 'n' 
reason 
with them 
killers 
over food? 


Personally, I 
think he was 
Flint Westwood 
try in' ta show 
how depressing 
the West was — 


Was he just 
a stranger 
what happened] 
to drift into 
town? 


Or was he a 
vengeful 
spirit that 
came here 
to heap 
vengeance 
on us? 


— only it turned 
out this movie 
was even 

ore depressing. 


Guess it proves 

one thing, 

though — 


Me? 

But 

they're 
all three 
times 
my size. 
What 
can I do? 


That's why I 
now appoint 
you Sheriff, 
Gnome. You 
handle those 
killers. 


And thar 
goes the 
guy what’s 
responsible— 
faddin' outta 
the 


Gee, jes’ 'bout 
everyone in 
town ceptin' 
us is 


Gee, who was 
that unmasked man, 
anyway? 


Sheriff stranger — 
Sheriff stranger! ‘ 
You’ve got to help us. 

Those killers are 
murdering everyone in 
cold blood, just like 
they warned us they 
would. 


No, the 
entire town's 
gonna help 
throw the 
cake in their 
faces. 
After all, 
if this isn't 
the most 
slapstick 
movie ever, 
then nothing 


— the most 

meaningless 
symbol of 

them all. 


Man, what a 
down movie 
this has been — 
dead bodies, 
a picture 
fraught with 
meaningless 
symbolism, 
and me— 










































Hey, I'm the landlady. I'm cool! I smoke dope, have 
weird sex fantasies, ond pick my nose in public. 


Don't put your trip on me, 
Lody — especially any of that 
last part. Just give me the key 
to the apartment so I can look 
the place over. ^ 


My mistake. 

No bum ever 
mumbled like that. 

It's my co-star, 
Marlon Braindough 


Mmmfrbmmlmblmm 


iHeyl Warma see me blow 
, spit-bubbles? I blow 
great spit-bubbles. j 


But waitaminnitl 
Let me tell you 
more about how cool 
I am. I drink a lot, 
fall down the stairs 
quite often, and I 
bathe so seldom that 
there's moss growing 
on my north side, i 
Now, that's what ft 
I call cool._ A 


This apartment has 
a nice decadent flavor 
of mundanity to it. 


Last Tangle In Paris 

And now we go to the present and 
to Paris, as we present another 
depressing down-version of another 
depressing down-movie. This time, 
it's a story of love, romance, pas¬ 
sion, infidelity, high-fidelity and ste¬ 
reo, a story which tests the maturity 
of the modern-day movie-going pub¬ 
lic, and the strength of its stomach. 


This apartment has 
a nice mundane flavor 
of decadence to it. 


Crummy apartment. 
Has rats and 
cockroaches 
and fleas and r 
bums. 




















Yicchhhhh! Something tells me being 
dragged through the sewers wouldn't 
have been so bad after all._ 


I'll cut your 
innards out 
and feed them 
to the pigeons, 
Mister._ 


Look, give me 
the apartment, 
or I'll make you 
an offer you 
can't refuse. 


Look, give me 
the apartment 
and I'll make it 
worth your while. 


Sounds terribly 
depressing. 
But, what the 
heck? 


Hmmmmm. Can we 
make that: D) None 
of the above? 


I've got an Idea. Since we find 
each other totally repulsive and 
degenerate, why don't we both 

live together. 


If you miss 
It, you're 
going to 
have to 
listen to 
24 hours 
of Lawrence 
Welk music. 


sgeneracy 

In this 
lovle —my 

second 

test. 


That should 
be fun. I 
|ust happen to 
be a Lawrence 
Welk fan. 


Oh my God I 
There's 
nothing 

worse than 
living with 
a Lawrence 


Yes there 
Is. There 
Is something 


Question one: Which would you 
rather do: A) Be slapped across 
the face? B) Be dragged through 
the sewers of Paris? 

C) Make love to me? 


Now 

that we re 
living 
together, 

I want 
to test 
































decided to 
run away and 
marry you, 
Freddy, even 
though you 
are a pervert 
who only 
likes to take 
dirty pictures 


I'm sick of Marlon. 
All he ever does is 
test me. Test after 
test after test. And 
the highest I’ve ever 
gotten is a C plus. 
I'm sick of always 
cramming for my 


m 


you again 


And now for your __ 

final examination. I “Rot only 

I want you to go dancing that, but 
with me in the middle | want 
of the night for an y O0 t 0 

obscure reason which lead. 

I'll never divulge. 1 /"' 


| Nothing doing, 

Marlon —I come 
back because 
I have a test 
for you. 


These 
pictures 
are great 
— especially 


That's Armando, 
you dunce. ■ 
An Armadillo | 


[ That tears it. 

I I'm going back 
to Marlon. At 
least he beats 


Surprise!! I never left 
at all. I've been hiding 
in the bathroom ever 
since you left. I knew 
you’d be back someday. 


Oh no—Now Marlon's 
gone— taken his 
luggage, his sex 
manuals, his Academy 
Award rejection 
slip ... his English 
_sub-titles. 




























Sick of the PAST? Fed up with the PRESENT? Well, don't expect any RELIEF in the 
FUTURE, Pilgrims. 'Cause things will be even MORE DEPRESSING in the OVER¬ 
POLLUTED, OVER-POPULATED and UNDERNOURISHED world of 100 years from 
now as we’ll see in our third and FINAL down-movie called... 


SCJILEIJ BREEN 





Let’s begin this flick in 
the luxury apartment of 
Joseph Cottonball. Cot¬ 
tonball has twelve 
rooms, running water and 
all the meat he can eat. 


When you consider that 
the State of New York 
has less than he does, 
you'll know how rich he 

is._ 




Incredible! 
They say there 
are fifteen million 
people living in 
every room in 
[L the city these 

days._ 


Which 
reminds 
me, I have 
to evict the 
Gypsy family 
from my 
indoor lake. 

They’re 
I beginning 
! to leave 
| a ring 
around it. 




AMAZING! 


No! That a *Big-Name 


actor like Joseph Cottonball 
would be killed in the first 
three minutes of this film. 


What? That an upper-echelon 
member of the rich upper-crust 
could be murdered in his totally 
inpenetrable apartment by a 
common thief in such a boring, 
old-hat manner?,^«Kfi^ 


He read the script— 
and compared to that. Death 
is the easy way out. 
































































As we said, movies are more 
depressing than ever. Don't 
you agree? Hey, what are you 
doing? Put down that knife 
and fork! Don't put that salt 
on me. What? That’s not salt? 
It's... it’s meat tenderizer??? 


. something 
about a 
matter of 
life and 
death. 


Book's dead- 
now I'll never 
find out what 
happened in 
the last chapter. 


But before he 
croaked, he said 
something about 

Soiled Green 


No, Book— don't 
die. Please 
don't die. You're 
the only friend 
I've got. 


Gee, I 
wonder if 
it could 
have been 

important? 


She left me 
for a dining 
room. But tell 
me, Book — why 

are you dying? 


1 wasn't about 
to let Joseph 
Cottonball take 
the easy way out 
of this dumb 
movie alone. 


Better check it out myself 
first by hitching a ride 
to the Soiled Green 
_factory. _ 


And, if I 
can get away 
from these clowns 
who are trying 
to beat me 
to a pulp, I'll 
tell everyone 
about Soiled 
Green's secret. 


Listen to me, People —Soiled 
Green is dead human beingsl 


That's what we've bee 
eating— we’ve got to 
stop! 


By the way, would you like 
a Soiled Green accountant? 
A bank clerk? How 
about a secretary? They come 
kin vanilla, cherry and puce. 


Yeah? 

So What? 




it—maybe that's 
what Book was warning 
me about. 



50 


















































Writer: ROY THOMAS 


Photo: MICHELE WOLFMAN 



WHAT SORT OF MAN READS CRAZY? 

A young man on the move. A go-getter who tries not to stay too long in one spot. His swinging, devil-may- 
care life style calls either for several impromptu mini-vacations a year—or else for longer, more extended 
stays in exotic, solitary confines. FACT: CRAZY is read by more men possessing both 40-acre estates in 
New Jersey and taxable incomes under $600 than any other parody magazine. (Source: We made it all up, 
whatdja think?) 
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COMMERCIALS THAI DRIVE YOU CRAZY NO. I 


CHOLUE THE TUNA 



I don't. But 
Starkurst is 
looking for tunas 
with good taste. 
And only people 
what got good 
taste can stand 
doing these faggy 
type dances. 


Gee. Chollie 
I didn't know 
you liked 

Ballet! 


Chollie, Starkurst 
doesn’t want tunas 
with good taste. 
Starkurst wants 
tunas that taste 
good! 


Hail! I knew 
Starkurst would 
recognize real class 
sooner or later! 
Hollywood, here 
I come. 


SORRY 

CHOLLIE! 


Writers: ROY & JEAN THOMAS Art: LEE MARRS Photo: MICHELE WOLFMAN 































